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The contention of, the two fdmotts Houfes % 

Enter Clifford , 

S#r.OTutor,lookc where bloody Clifford comes. 

CA/.Chaplaine away, thy Priefthood laues thy life. 

As for the brat of that accurfed Duke, 

Whofe father flew my father, he {hall dye. 

Tutor. Oh Clifford,fparc this tender Lord,leaft 
Heauen reuenge it op thy Head ; oh faue his life. 

CA/flSoldiors a way, and drag him hence perforce : 

Away with the vill^jne. Exit Chap laine. 

How now, what dead already ? or is it fearc that 
Makes him dofc his eyes ? lie open them. 

Rut. So lookes the pent vp Lionon the La mho. 

And fohewalkcsinfultingoreibig^icyj in • d , 
And fo he turncsagainc to rent* hiS hrobcs in funder, 
OhClifford,killme WitluhyfwQfd,.and ir.v,,. 

Mot with fuch a ciuellthreatninglooke, 

I am too meanc a fubiedt for thy wrath, « q ... 

Be thou reuendge op men, and let we Hue. 

flif.ln vainc thou fpeakeft poore boy : my fathers 
Blood hath ftopt the paffage where thy words fhould enter. 

^«r.Then let my fathers blood ope ft 3gaine,he is a 
Man, and Clifford cope with him. 

Clif. Had I thy brethren hcere, their Hues and thins 
Were not reuenge fufficienc for me. 

Or fliould I dig vp thy fore-fathers graues. 

And hang their rotten Coffins vp in chaines. 

It could not (lake mine ire, nor eafe my heart. 

The fight of any of the houfc of Torke, 

Is as a fury to torment my foule. 

Therefore till I roote out that curfcd line. 

And lcaue not one on earth,lle liue in hell therefore. 

i?«t„Oh let me pray,before I take my death. 

To thee I pray : Sweet Clifford pitty me. j 

(lif, I, fuch pitty as my rapiers point affords. 

Rut. I neucr did thee hurt,whcrcfore wilt thou kill me? 
Clif. Thy father hath. 
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Torke and LwcaBer. 

Att .But t* was ere I was borne. 

Thou haft one fonnc,for his fake pitty me, 

Lcaft in reuenge thereof, fith God is iuft, 

He be as miferably flaine as I. ' 

Oh, let me liue in prifon all my dates, 
and when I giueoccafion of offence. 

Then let me die,for now thou haft no caufe. . 

Clif. No caufe 4 Thy father flew my father, therefore die. 
Plant agenet, I come Tlantagenet, 

And this thy fonnes blood cleauing to my blade, 

Shall ruft vpon my weapon,t\U thy blood 

Congeald with his/lo make me wipe off both. Exit, 

Alarmes, enter the'Duke of Torke foltu. 

Torke. Nn Torke, to thy Caftle,fauc thy life. 

The goaleis loft,thouhoufeof Lancafter, 

Thrice happy chance is it for thee and thine. 

That heauen abridgde my daies,and cals me hence, 

ButGod knowes what chance hath betide my fonnes i 
But this I know, they haue demeand themfelues. 

Like men borne to renowe by life or death : 

Three times this day came Rjchard to my fight, >, 

and cried courage, Father : victory or death, 
and twice fo oft came Edward to my view. 

With purple Faulchion painted to the hilts. 

In bloud of thofc whom he had flaughtered. 

Oh harke,I heare the drums.No way to flie ? 

No way to faue my life i and hcere I flay : 

And hcere my life muft end. 

Enter the Queene, Clifford, Northumberland, 
and Soldiours. 

Come bloudy fhfford,rough Northumberland, 

I dare your quenchlefle fury to more bloud .• 

This is the But, and this abides your fhot. 

AW&«>».Yccld to our mercies, proud Plant agetm. 

Clif, 1,10 fuch mercy as his ruthfull arme 
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